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while wild, was not desolate. In early afternoon we
halted by a spring, had lunch, and allowed the mules to
rest. We planned to reach Baadri, the stronghold of
Said Beg, easily an hour or so before sunset.

In the late afternoon, we passed one or two stone
villages along the slopes, which Mechmed said were Yezi-
dee. I saw, at a distance, women cultivating the fields.
They were unveiled, some in black, others in tucked-up
robes of bright red or yellow. A man leading three pack
donkeys tried to avoid saluting us, but mumbled Mar-
haba [a rough "hello53] as he passed. He also was Yezi-
dee, in baggy white trousers, black tunic which reached
to his knees, a wide, red sash, and a red cotton turban
wound round his rusty felt cap.

Now and again, but rarely, we passed others afoot,
usually carrying a sack or some rude farm implement.
These first worshipers of Satan were evidently a habitu-
ally peaceful people engaged in tilling their soil, but if
they showed no open hostility toward us, neither were
they friendly.

Toward five o'clock, on a mountainside several miles
ahead of us, we had our first view of the castle of Said
Beg, ruler and "Black Pope" of the Yezidees. It was a
boxlike, flat-roofed structure, apparently unornamented,
like a blockhouse or fortress, and so indeed it seemed as
we gradually drew closer. It stood isolated on a slope,
and the little village of Baadri with clustering low stone
houses lay several hundred yards below it.

The castle gate stood open, unattended. We dis-
mounted and entered a big, bare rectangular courtyard,
where servants came, greeted us civilly, and went out to